
Some Short Stories Stories by Eden Phillpottsin the April Magazines

By DOROTHY SCARBOROUGH.
66 A 1ST is feeling passed through

thought and fixed in form,"
said Miss Viola Rosloro recently, which

furnishes a good standard by which to
judge bort stories. The worthy story,
one that creates emotion in the reader,
arises from genuine feeling on the part
of the writer not a false sentimentality,
not a worked up enthusiasm, but a real
and compelling impulse. So if a story
lacks feeling it lacks power. Likewise a
snort story should be judged by its form,
by the skill with which its Tarious ele-

ments are unified to produce the final ef-

fect.
The migazinc stories of this month may

be called satisfactory rather than satisfy-
ing. They are interesting, they are tech-

nically correct, in the main, but they leave
an ultimate hunger unappcascd. Still,
they arc good some of them and it
would be unfair to quarrel with them be-

cause they are not great.

Two Talcs in "Harpers."
llelorcd Ilmband, by Susan (

in Harper' Magazine, though slight as to
plot, is admirable in its study of charac-
ter, iu its analysis of the slow and pain-
ful processes by which a man's mind is
warped and his destiny determined. It
has a monlant cynicism of circumstance,
an ironic iuevitubleuess that is artistic
and convincing.

Jrulhf. by .Mary Wliite Slater, also
in Harper's, furnishes a pleasing contrast
in msfcxia! and effect to Miss fllaspell's
storv. It shows the romance of business
in a big department store, and the

of love amid prosaic surround-
ings. The story is pleasingly human, and
the sentiment is handled with a cool re-

straint that saves it from the danger of
mawkishneas.

The. Matt Who Is Dead, by John
Russell in Collier's, is decidedly one of
the t stories of the month. The plot
Structure Is excellent, with its natural use
of the supernatural, its building up of
suspense and its dramatic climax.

Butterfly Dust, by Fanny Kemble John-Eo-

in the Century, has something of the
delicate fragility, the fugitive lcauty of
buttcrlly wings, in truth, yet a certain
intensity and iwer as welL It also is a
story of young love, of love that rises
above the devastating force of fate, that
wrests happiness from the seemingly im-

possible. This is not a war story, yet the
suggcrsiod tragedy springs ont of the con-

flict.
Eternal Yovth, byMViIbiir Daniel

Steel', in Serthurr's Magazine, is a curi-

ous study .f personality, of a strange
type of cgoi.-i- u ;is shown in the character
of :i man nho fails to do a man's work
in tin' woild because he crave.- - alvwrv? the
plaudits of undergraduates. The dory
is skilfully handled, yet lacks something
to make it altogether convincing.

The Flowing , by Mary K. Wil-kin- s

Freeman, in the Woman's Home,
Companion, pleases one by its sincerity of
feeling, its quiet realism of character
drawing and its excellence of plot .struc-

ture. This story seems like return to
Mrs. l"r email's earlier and better work.

A Study by Dreiser.

Free, by Theodore Dreiser, in the Sat-

urday Fretting Post, analyzes the emo-

tions "f a sixty-year-o- ld husband during
his wife's fatal illness. He feels that she
lias lettered him, thwarted his life, stulti-
fied his efforts, and that if he were but
free of her, love, happiness, success would
be his. But when she dies he looks in the
mirror to realize that he is an old man,
fn-- only to die.

The story is interesting in its psychol-
ogy, but far too lung, and told with exas-

perating repetition. The plot texture is
too slight to he stretched over so much
space. Hut excessive length is the weak- -
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the Chronicle of 77.,
a collection of stories about the quarry
town of St. Tid on the Cornwall down,

with the background of the sea behind it.
Quaint chnraeters of the author's familiar
portrayal are here again. The stories are
slight in plot, most of them, and of
various sorts, some grim, some gay, some
gently sentimental. In them wu meet the
same people again and again. This knits
the stories together until it seems to us

ness of the Saturday victory Pot siorie-- ;

iu general.

Good Humor Here.
The Prize Package, by Chriitophci

Morley, in Colltrr'i Weekly, is a clever
satire of a Ithode scholar's attempts to
break into literatuie ami love in N'ew

York, Mr. Morley has delightful humor,
but he could add mote to tin; gauty of
the nation if he did not make such eanie.--l
efforts to be funny. The reader lire-- , of
his mental gymnastics, his tnek perform-
ing words. One is continually thinking of
Christopher Morley tuther than of his
characters.

lluby C'roc the Hnhieon, by Howard
Timbaker, also in Collier's, has a spon-

taneous humor that c.m make the reader
temporarily foiget the woes of adult life.
The theme is rather age worn, that of the
interference of voumr brothers and sis-

ters in the affairs of big sister and her
!cau, yet the style is charmingly frcdi.

At the Bark of ' Speed, by liupcrt
Hughes, in vjr.-- .' Magazine, - a rol-

licking Irish story, witti swift and accu-

rate character drawing, comedy ot charac-
ter and of situation, and a sympathy that
nanus the heart.

The output of war stories this month is
unusually large, but many of them seem
machine made, nri-in- g out of the popular
demand for war literature rather than
from depth of feeling.

Jim Fagan's Draft, by Jeiuiette
in Ever; Week, has perhaps more real
power than nn war Mory of the month.
It deals with elemental human emotions,
and the patriotism it deserilies has more
sincerity of appeal than that shown by
most of the others. It - natural and spon- -
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OVER THERE AND BACK

h .Sfl J.rrr, V.'ff

as if we had wintered and summered in
St. Tid, among these Cornish men and
women. It is impossible to single out
particular stories as the best, but many
readers will remember The Heed-Bow- l, the
htory of a mother's supreme sacrifice; the
droll grewsomencss of The ( hurcli (Irim,
the sly humor of The Dream and 'I he
Green Man, and the way the war came to
St. Tid iu A Touch of "Fcarfulae.''
CHROMCI.KS OF ST. TID. llr L'dkn

PHIMJ"OTTS. The M.ii'nTiHau Com pa nr.
I.T.O.

tamwis and touches (he heart with its big
simplicity.

7iC(V Way, by Hett Hemciiway, in
the .lf(iifV Monthly, is admirable in its
art and in its spiritual values. The char-

acterization is good, for the various fig-

ures, the mother, the adolescent son whom
she thought old enough to go to war anil
to die, yet not old enough to fall in love

the young girl, her mother all stand
out as in life.

The Tough Gnu, by l'dna Fcihcr. in the
Metropolitan, is a spirited story showing
the beneficent pmccs-i- -j of war on one
l!il77. Werner. The psychological evolu-
tion is reali-ti- r, hut the plot leaves too
much to chance to he altogether effective.

The Dog of War, by Amy Landon Uur-lit7- ,

also in the Metropolitan, is a cheer-

ful tale wherein war, low and the meddle-

some energies of children furnish compli-

cations. The Metropolitan has no story
this month that possesses the genuine fee),
ing of that short, ten-j- little in the
March issue, Where .oivr.s Dream.

The Vntent Letter, by (!o'ierneur
Morris, in the Cosmnpolilan, avoid-- , the
In U ness of situation seen in many- - of the
war stories. It ieve,ils char.vHer, shows a
twofold struggle and achieves a dniuuttie
denouement, all in the space ot four
pages. The economy of treatment shown
in this is in marked contrast to the prolix-
ity of' Fanny Hurst's war story in the
same issue, --i Booh Spelled Uaekimrd,
where the story ii lost in a welter of
words, in interminable .Jewish coaversa
tion.

Art must ever be. more selective than
life, and Miss Ilutst limits the value of
her work by her failure to uv the blue
pencil. She has rather a tivetl little story
formula that is becoming monotonous
with its philo-ophi- c introduction, its too
great emphasis on dialogue a ieealer
of character and the too slight attention
to plot, together with a reliance on senti-
ment that at times is pronounced to the
piLUt,-- f s,utiiiientaiity.. .

"Letters to the
Mother-o- f a Soldier"

have been books about the
THERE over there and for the sol-

dier over here. But Letters to the Mother

of a Soldier, by Richardson Wright, is the

real handbook for American mothers. It
is a cheer book the sort of book that

makes your heart beat faster and your

soul sing a special little hymn of content-

ment that our sons are going "over Die

top."
Mr. Wright is a writer of distinction.

He has summed up the fears of the

mother and cared for them in a satisfy-

ing manner. He grasps the world war

situation as it develops in the mother

heart, and while there is no attempt to

gloss over the actual hardships, he finds

that "khaki Is a great leveller. Through

it functions the splendid democracy of

war. It dissolves prejudices and arti-

ficial social distinctions. It gives all men

a rebirth, from which they start again

free and equal."
And again, "To-da- y as I was going for

my train traffic was blocked to let a regi-

ment pass. It seemed a hideous waste to

send such lads forth to battle. It seemed

to be. robbing them of so much of lift
life full of opportunity, of sunshine and

laughter. Yet, as they passed, I could

not help saying to them, 'Young men,

I hail you on the threshold of great
careers!' "

There arc so many good bits of conso-

lation in real philosophy for the mother
who sends forth her loved ones that one

might quote indefinitely from this little
book. But it is the sort of thing that
mothers will want to have by them theae

letters from a business man to his sister
from one who himself is swept finally into
the vortex where "time has little to do

with achievement, and life is valuable
only according to the intensity with which

it is lived."

I.IITTKBS TO THK MOTIIKK OF A KOI
DIKH. Uv RiriMkDMiv Wrjoht. rVod-crie- k

A. Stokes Company. $1.25.

A second novel by Clcmcnee Dane,
Vrf the Blade, as "a comedy

of growth," has led the publishers, the
Macmillan Company, to record these facts
about the uuthor: She is an English
woman barely out of her twenties, she
was edurated in England, Germany and
Switzerland, her early interest was in
painting, which she studied at The Slade
and Dresden, she bus been on the stage
and has played not unsuccessfully many
different kinds of parts. Her first novel
was the llegtment of H'oweii,
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The Most Amazing
Story of the War

Gunner
Depew

Jig the Fighting, Laughing
American Sailor Boy

Gunner Depew is the only war book
of personal adventure written by an
American sailor who fought on land and
sea in Flanders and at Gallipoli.

Gunner Depew contains the only com-
plete account of the capture by the Ger-
man raider Moevre of the SS. Georgic
and Yarrowdale the only description
of the famous cruise of the Yarrowdale,
with its cargo of human wretchedness,
around Iceland and into Germany.

Gunner Depew is the only war book
written by an American sailor which de-

scribes the suffering and misery of Ger-
man Prison Camps especially that most
infamous of all camps, Brandenburg,
"The Hell Hole of Germany."

At All Bookstores, $1.50
Chicago Reilly & Britton Publishers


